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Maurice Lesemann 

THE CRYING CRANES 

Wounded black eyes in a white, dead-lily face, 
And black hair streaming like a river at night, 
She stands in the rain at the high desolate place, 
Watching till the gray ship shall pass from sight. 

Below, the wet black rocks, the Crying Cranes, 
Scream with white water, the reef sputters and booms; 
And above her black hair the gray sky heavy with rains 
Cracks white and thunders to the dark sea that looms 

Before that still face. She raises to wild skies 
Black torrents of hair. The salt wind whips her shawl, 
Bruised the scared grass. She watches with still eyes 
The glittering spume-showers burst white and fall. 

Burst and cry and fall: there is no end to the crying, 
Lonely and gray as a bitter wave long tossed. 
Under the torn edge of night the mist is flying 
And folding down till the gray ship is lost. 

TRAMPS 

Muffled in his shabby black clothes 
With crab-apple cheeks the wind made ripe — 
I wonder where each vagabond goes, 
Smoking wise thoughts out of his pipe. 

Like a wet blackbird in the rain or 
Flapping across the prairie in wind, 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

I wonder if it's the devil's gain or 
His, since first he sang and sinned. 

APPOINTMENT 

I come from many hours of lonely 

Laughter with my friend, and from many 

Hours of whispering at the knees 

Of a dark scornful girl I know. 

I come from a swamp where gray rain glistens, 

From headlands bleak under the blow; 

And to any lonely man who listens 

I will speak quietly of these 

Before I light my pipe and go. 

NO POEM 

I read my poem over again and threw it away 
In the park where the elms brood. 
The old man who spears old papers on a spit 
And tucks them into his brown gunny-sack, 
Will make an end of it. 

Then, after he has stood 

Awhile, he will go off, shouldering his brown 

Bag, and shuffle out of sight; 

A brown leaf drifting into the gray twilight 

That the bushes make about him, folding down — 

A better poem than I can hope to write. 

Maurice Lesemann 

[16] 



